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SIX, from page 5 

cabin door, he didn’t answer. In a 
few moments, the door was opened 
and she stood looking in at him. 
After the years of not seeing her, 
she was close enough to take a sock 
at. 

The Kanaka dumped her bags on 
the cabin deck, made a noise in his 
throat about the bill she handed 
him and left. MacKenzie told her, 
“This cabin’s occupied.” 

Marcia stepped in, closing the 
door and pulled the scarf from her 
throat. She tossed her head back 
and ran slender hands across the 
gold hair, brushing away the drops 
of rain. Then she turned her Mills 
College smile on him — one eye- 
brow raised and the left corner 
of her pale-lipstick mouth curving 
slightly. “Still the wind-burned 
frown,” she said, looking him over. 
“Same dirty khaki cap and same 
straw for hair. But you’re taller 
than before, aren’t you? Those Hong 
Kong girls were good to you.” 

“We don’t carry women on this 
ship,” he told her. “Go back to 
Frisco.” He thought better of add- 
ing, Do I look like I want to go to 
prison? 

She reached out for MacKenzie’s 
hand, but he hid it in h’. 


pocket where she couldn’t find it. 
The fresh rain glistened on her high- 
fashion magazine ad face. As cas- 
ually as though she were in her own 
apartment, Marcia took off her rain- 
coat and dropped it across Mac- 
Kenzie’s bunk. The vague light from 
the porthole fell across her as she 
stood in skin-tight gabardine skirt 
and the mannish blouse that stretch- 
ed across the points of her breasts. 
Her hands went to the back of her 
head as she unclasped the silver 
buckle and fluffed out the rain- 
dampened hair. “You didn’t see my 
letter, Captain? I’m sailing with 
you.” 

She was making a point of calling 
him “Captain” these days instead 
of “Sailor.” 

He said, “If you’re sailing aboard 
this ship, I’m not. Jensen is the 
first mate. You just go ahead and 
make him skipper. He’s capable.” 

Her gray eyes were wide for him. 
With slow, deliberate motions, she 
began to unbutton the front of her 
blouse. “Will it embarrass you, Cap- 
tain, if I change out of these wet 
clothes?” 

“I’ll be brave.” 

She did not look away from him 
as she allowed the cloth to fall away, 
.flowing the soft crevice between 


the lace-netted cones of her breasts. 
She was saying, “This is my last 
chance to sail on my ship, Captain. 
The mortgage is due in two months 
and the bank is going to own her.” 
She moved very slightly so that the 
rainy day light from the porthole 
illuminated her firm, bare midriff. 
“Anyway, I don’t think you Could 
go ashore and leave me, Captain. 
You were Dad’s first mate on the 
Malaita and you sailed under him 
on this ship after the Malaita went 
down. Could you really leave?” She 
raised the eyebrow at him. 

He didn’t answer. He felt like 
slapping her a couple of times for 
the way she was taunting him with 
her body. 

She said, “I’ve missed you. The 
last two times you’ve brought the' 
Macao into San Francisco, you 
didn’t come around to see me. Not 
even after Dad died.” Her breasts 
rose and fell gently beneath the silk 
of the brassiere. 

“It’s a tough climb up Nob Hill, 
especially when you think about the 
kind of people you’re going to run 
into at the top. How is your friend 
up there these days, by the way?” 
Marcia’s smile thinned and dis- 
appeared. “That’s done with, if you 
have to know. I haven’t seen Ray 
in some time.” 

“I’ve been reading about him.” 
“Yes, he’s in some trouble.” 
“Embezzlement. That’s a Nob 
Hill word for stealing, isn’t it?” 
Marcia waited a moment, then 
said, “Stealing isn’t confined to Nob 
Hill, is it, Captain?” 

So she knew. The cargo she had 
signed for Tononga Atoll and her 
sudden appearance aboard were no 
accidents. She sure as hell knew. 
“All right,” he said, “now tell me 
why you came here to take your 
clothes off in front of me.” 

Angrily, she skinned the shirt 
back from her gleaming shoulders 
and down over her arms, letting it 
drop to the deck. She stood straight 
and slim, her chin pushed forward 
at him. Only the filmy bra partially 
hid her breasts. “I remember you 
once did your best to get me like 
this, Captain.” 

MacKenzie grinned and drew the 
back of his hand across his mouth. 
“All I did was put my arm around 
you and you told me you didn’t let 
sailors paw you.” 

“You wanted me, Captain. And 
now here I am. I’m going to sail 
with you.” Her voice was soft as 
smoke — something she had always 
been able to do with it. 

“Sure. I’m your type. Now tell 
me the honest - to - Christ reason 
— turn to page 46 
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SAVED BY THEIR BELLIES 


Here are two 
femme fatales of a 
slightly different sotf. 

Young? — yes! 

Beautiful? — yes! - 
But also extremely fatal! 

In a shipful of pirates, 

Mary Read and Anne Bonney 
were the worst! 












minstrel boy who is 
the hero, and for whom the 
maidens swoon! 








APHRODISIAC, noun. That which (a 


Aphrodisiacs 
Boosfer Shots for Sex 


supposedly made by grinding up 
rhinoceros horns, sells today for 
more than its weight in gold in 
Hong Kong and throughout much 
of Southeast Asia. In certain 
areas of Central America, hun- 
dreds of dark-skinned Latin- 
Americans, in small groups, spend 
their days searching shaded hill- 
side and dank woodland in search 
of certain species of the morel 
mushroom which, properly treat- 
ed, sells in certain markets for 


otic foods and drinks 
— stimulation of sex- 
ither on the part of 
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She was the most luscious fruit 

of them all, a creature full of 
fire and primitive passions 









T n 

r/Yp Born on tBe p* anta,ion an ° 

'Mkm nursed beside a whorehouse 

I41UM1 

TT.T j 1 piano, they tell of lust, 

i tin 

1 H \ 1 1-i pride, greed and passion 

1 










studios and Forest Lawn, and I’ve 
been to the Copacabana. Don’t they 
have any Dixieland out here, for 
God's sake?” 

Will gulped and said, "Sure.” It 
was Saturday night, which meant 
things were jumping at Ben Pol- 
lock's, and Red Nichols was play- 
ing further down the Sunset Strip. 
Abby listened arrogantly and knowl- 
edgeably, then suggested, “Can’t 

"I guess so,” he replied doubt- 
fully. "But why me? I’m just a ham- 
and-eggs agent out here. You'd do 

of the characters you just met at 
his place.” 

She shrugged, sitting beside him 
in his little maroon Allard two-seat- 
er as he tooled it aimlessly west- 

“I’d rather talk to you, because 

if he weren’t playing a part. All 
those culture-hounds . . .” She grim- 
aoed. “I’m serious about being a 
movie-actress if I possibly can. But 
I want to make movies, not .phoney 


rently shooting a film in New Zea- 
land. He wondered, a little, just 
why he was doing it, then thought 
of Jeanne’s unreasonableness of the 
fractured evening and said to hell 
with it, and let the night roll where 

In spite of himself, he was im- 
pressed by Lita Magnus’ Cold Roast 
Boston protegee, the more so as she 
talked on. With Yankee thorough- 

hood. To this end, she had not only 
worked at drama and acting, but 
had even taken a special Harvard 
Business School course in film fi- 
nancing, She had studied camera 
work and screenplay writing as well. 

“You seem to have the whole 
gruesome bit at your fingertips,” 
said Will with reluctant admiration 

the beach house, “except for a Dale 
Camegie course on How to Win 
Friends and Influence People.” 

“Oh — people , . .” she replied 
vaguely. She was sprawled on a 


mow,” said Will. “ 
I animals 'that are i 


“But I do!” Abby protested, 
amazed. “That’s why I have so lit- 
tle use for them.” .Then, dropping 
the cigaret-butt and regarding him 
with disconcerting frankness, “You 
like me, don’t you, Will?” 
“Implausible as it sounds, I do.” 
“Okay then,” she drawled in her 
perfectly bred accents. “How about 
fitting me into the casting couch 

“Isn’t that just dandy!” Unused 
to such a callous, direct approach, 
even from the call girls he had been 
known to patronize on occasion, the 
agent was outraged. “Come on, hon- 
ey.” he added. “Let’s get you the 
hell-and-gone home.” 

“For heaven’s sake, why?" she 
asked, sitting up lazily in utter as- 


or your Cabots who speak only to 
God?” 

“This,” she informed him, “is not 
Boston. This is Hollywood, where 
sex is a commodity bought and sold 
like so many pounds of sausage — 
or so I’ve been told.” 

“You’re incredible!” he told her, 
unable to believe his ears. 

“Merely implausible,” she said, a 
sudden, impish smile lighting up 
her' homely-pretty face and making 
it as beautiful as a Bergman’s. 
“Come here and help me get rid of 


that^o^chestnut about rexuaUn 

y °“I ^thTn k^you would at that,” 
ward him.’ As he slipned into fl 

SStE’S.Ss 


An hour or two later, they wen* 
for a swim in the- gently whispering 
ocean that lay just beyond the beach- 
house door. Nude and pleasantly re 
laxed, they smoked and loafed after 



ward, while Will tried to retain a 
certain detachment toward this eerie 
crcatu'fe who had ^ so unexpectedly 

From her behavior, and from the 
occasional remarks she dropped dur- 
ing the course of their lovemaking, 
it was evident to the agent that 
Abby had prepared herself for sex 
as thoroughly and carefully and in- 
telligently as she had prepared her’- 

rate, she was far, far from being vir- 
gin territory. In fact, thinking over 
her deliverate eroticism. Will found 

over again, Abby responded delight- 
fully to the stimulus of lovemaking 

- but not once had she lost herself 
or given way to the sway of passion. 

No wonder, he thought, Lou Mag- 
nus had said she didn’t project, cam- 
erawise. All at once, the agent was 




in the throes of amorous crisis. 

Hitherto, he had, in his near- 
numb state of astonishment at 
Abby’s forthright approach to the 
subtleties of love, .let the girl take 
the lead. Now. however, that Will 
had had a chance to take a deep 
breath, he went to work on the nude 
Bostonian with every ounce of 
adroitness he i»ssessed. 

Slowly, almost casually, he drew 

until he touched her lips lightly 
with his own. He let them linger 
there without increasing the pres- 
sure, until she drew away, surprised 
but not displeased, she- asked, 
“What’s all that for?” 

“You’ll understand, darling.” he 
—turn to page 38 
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In empire, dictatorship or democracy, the caste of beautiful women is always treated as a special elite 
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less than three seconds to transform 
the comfortable little world of John 
Leonard Rayburn II into a night- 
mare universe. Three seconds - the 
time it took for the uniformed 
policeman to turn a flashlight on his 
face and say, “That’s enough, mis- 
ter — you're coming with me." 

It was because the night was such 
a pleasant one, with the star-dusted 
ceiling of heaven looking gently 
down upon the streets of the city, 
that Jack had decided to walk 
home instead of calling a cab. If his 


posed they were engaged, although 
neither had seriously brought up 
the matter of marriage. There was 
plenty of time for marriage, if 
neither of them fell passionately in 
love elsewhere first. Such was the 
basis of their tacit understanding. 
Dana had her career as a fashion 
designer, Jack had his as partner 
in a small but thriving public-re- 
lations Arm. They enjoyed being to- 
gether, in and out of bed, they 


tight-lipped 


‘-pushed into the 


She took possession of his well-organized, happy 
life and slowly and insidiously destroyed him 
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Hollywood's nubile Noble poses 
for the expert brush and pencil of 
the famed "Immoral Mr. Teas ' ' 









